PREPARATIONS FOR A RESOLVE.         273

May'had been practising some weeks. He's well on the
Continent by this time. It'll blow over. Button off
sheer accident. I wasn't lucky enough to see the
encounter: came in just when Ohiallo was lashing his
poll over Morsfield flat on the ground. He had it up
to the hilt. We put a buttoned foil by the side of
Morsfield, and all swore to secrecy. As it is, it'll go
badly against poor Chiallo. Taste for fencing won't be
much improved by the affair. They quarrelled in the
dressing-room, and fetched the foils and knocked off the
buttons there. A big rascal toady squire of Morsfield's
did it for him. Morsfield was just up from Yorkshire.
He said he was expecting a summons elsewhere, bound to
await it, declined provocation for the present. May
filliped him on the cheek."

"Adder conveyed the information of  her husband's
- flight to the consolable Amy," said Mrs, Lawrence.

"He had to catch the coach for Dover," Adderwood
explained. "His wife was at a dinner-party. I saw her
at midnight."

" Fair Amy was not so very greatly surprised ? "
" Quite the soldier's wife 1"

" She said she was used to these little catastrophes.
But, Adder, what did she say of her husband ?"

"Said she was never anxious about him, for nothing
Would kill him."

Mrs. Lawrence shook a doleful head at Aminta.
" You see, my dear Aminta, here's another, and pro-
bably her last, chance of sharing the marquisate gone.
Who can fail to pity her, except old Time! And I'm
sure she liifces her husband well enough. She ought: no
woman ever had such a servant. But the captain nas
not been known to fight without her sanction, and the

inference is------   Alas! woe!   Fair Amy is doomed to

be the fighting captain's bride to the end of the chapter.
Adder says she looked handsome. A dinner-party suits
her cosmetic complexion better than a ball. The account
of the inquest is in the day's papers, and we were tolerably
rejoiced we conld drive out of London without having to
reply to coroner's questions."